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a sort of prophet. I saw Sambal in a dream last
night. She came in second. The jockey was very
small and almost black"
" You're right in that," Maud said. " Father decided
two days ago to let Ahmat ride her."
" That disposes of the second place/* remarked Mrs
Templeton, maliciously. "Perhaps you can tell us
which horse will be first?"
"Ah"/' replied Mrs Nixon, slowly. "I've backed
Old Joke, as you know; but perhaps I am foolish....
There seems to be trouble over there," she added,
no'dding.
The course was now very nearly clear. A row of
Sikh policemen in khaki and turbans were walking
down it Chinamen scavengers appeared, picking up
paper and banana skins. The crowd were retiring in
an orderly manner behind the rails. A small queerly-
dressed native leading a camel was declining to follow
them, so it seemed. He was insisting, as his gesticu-
lations told the onlookers, on being allowed to pass
the line of police and walk alone up the course. His
demeanour was one of oriental dignity. Nevertheless
he showed signs of excitement as he talked to a pair
of towering Sikh policemen. To those in the stand
his attitude seemed almost magisterial.
A stout man in a grey helmet, sitting in the iront
row in a line with the Templetons, suddenly stood
up and looked hard at the group on the now almost
empty course through a pair of field glasses.
" Thaf s my camel that was stolen a fortnight ago!"
he said loudly. ." Fm certain of it/'
He climbed laboriously over the railing and ran